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AT IT AGAIN. 

“The return of Dr. Nansen without having discovered the North Pole has egged Poor Papa on to a big thing. He feels convinced that if the Pole is to be 
found he's the man for the job; at the same time he admits Jackson may be doing his best. The idea is to make a sort of half-business-half-pleasure trip of tt, 
and people in search of change of air and scene are invited to co-operate. Pa, Alexandry and Ma are outside Mildew Court all day long endeavouring to sell tickets 
for the voyage, and succeed in making perfect idiots of themselves. Papa persists in saying he's studied North Poles for years and knows all about them."’—Toorsie. 


A BAD TIME ON BOARD AW 
OYSTER SLOOP. 


—_—— 


ON March 16th, 1860, a small oyster sloop left New York 

rt for Deep Creek, Va., to procure a cargo of oysters. 
‘he company consisted of Captain Burr, two boys, and a 
man named Johnson, and the captain was known to have 
with him a considerable sum of money. 

Five days later the sloop was picked up by a schooner. 
It had evidently collided with some other vessel, as was 
indicated by the damaged condition of the bowsprit and 
eutwater. The sails were loose upon the deck, and every- 
thing denoted confusion and violence. The tloor, ceiling, 
benches, and furniture in the cabin were stained with blood, 
as were also the clothing, bedding, papers, etc., which had 
been scattered on the tloor. Marks of the dragging of some 
bloody substance trom the cabin door to the sides and rails 
of the vessel were discernible, aud the scene on board the 
sloop was altogether ghastly and horrible. 

Two men came forward who swore that one Albert Hicks, 
alias Johnson, the day before had arrived home with a large 
sum of money and had “started East” with his wife and 
child, He was followed by the police. and Captain Burr's 


A TERRIBLE EXPERIENCE. 


(1) He was a dejected-looking man, with (2) But the old gentleman stayed to hear (3). “ Knife—old gent—suicide! "cried wateh and other objects, found in his possession, identified. 
anguish painted on his brow. “ Mister,” nomore. * Policeman!” he gasped. “Run! the dejected one. “What bally rot! I He was tried, and found guilty of murder and piracy, and 
said he, in hollow tones, “have you a knife? there’s a man contemplating suicide, He only wanted a knife to cut my knotted sentenced to be hanged. He made a confession, saying 


1 want to cut my — ” wanted my knife to cut his throat!” bootlace. My buniun is giving me beans.” that the crimes occurred about ten o'clock at night when 
y y : 


Captain Burr and one of the boys were asleep inthe cabin, He 
was steering at the time, and the other boy was on the look-out 
at the bows, Suddenly the devil took possession of him and he 
determined to murder the captain and crew that) very night. 
Creeping forward softly he stole upon the boy at the bows, and 
with one blow dashed out his brains. The noise attracted the 
attention of the other boy, who jumped out of bed and came up 
the companion-way to see what the matter. Hicks at once 
struck hima heavy blow on the head with his axe, and leaving 
him weltering in his blvod on the deck went down below to settle 
the captain. Burr was a short, thick-set, and very muscular nim, 
and grappling with his assailant, there en: w dong and farions 
le, during which the stove was upset. The captain wis 
g to master the murderer, when a well-directed blow of 
the axe felled him to the floor, Another blow and be was dend, 
Hicks then returned to the deck, and taking up the bleeding and 
helpless vouti he had left there, threw him over the vessel's side, 
The wretched victim clutched at the taffrail, but Hicks chopped 
oW his hands with the axe and the poor fellow dropped into the 
sea, He then threw the other bodies overboard, rifled the captain's 
money-bags, and headed the sloop for shore, effecting a lauding in 
a small boat. 

In the New York Tombs, after sentence, Mr. P. T. Barnum, the 
great showman, came to see him, and the Warden told the prisoner 
he wanted to take a plaster cast of his head. Barnum’s on the 
make, is he 2" said Hicks; * But if he’s a mind to pay for it he 
can have it.” A bargain was thereupon struck—twenty-tive 
dollars and two boxes of cigars, 

The next day Barnum called again and offered to give Hicks a 
new suit of clothes in exchange for those he had on, Hicks was 
pleased with the offer and accepted it, but afterwards complained 
to the Warden that Barnum had got the best of him, the new 
clothes not being as good as the old uncs, aud he had a new suit 
made to be hanged in. 

He was hanged on Bedloe’s Island, and we read that about 15.000 
persons, “consisting of gamblers, politicians, pugilists, repurters, 
und medical men” were present at the exccutiun. 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 


ANNOTATED BY ALEXANDRY. THE BLOODLEss Boy. 


CHAPTER 11.—( Continued, ) 

As we approached the black and towering rocks day broke. and 
the raging tempest suddenly ceased. Continuing to pull our 
hardest round the base of a threatening cliff—from which dropped 
almost continuously large Jumps of stone, that cracking the skulls 
of sharks tinged the now stagnant ocean with blood—we came 
presently upon a shelving shore, on which we alighted and dragged 
our boat up toa place of safety above high-water mark. We had 
taken the precaution to supply ourselves with a sardine knife, and 
opened a tin of beef. When we had washed this down with a 
bottle of wine we Jay ourselves down upon the soft moss as the 
sun rose gloriously, and having repeated one of Watt's hymns—- 
that about the busy bee—I dropped off into a soothing slumber, 
How long I slept t know not, but 1 was awakened by Billum 
clutching me by the arm. “Merciful Heavens!” he ejaculated 
in a frenzied whisper, * Look at that!” 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
= 
LP Comreaonsicats wishing their MSS. or Sketches to he returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelope large enough tocentain the 
contributions submitted. Do not incfose louse stamps, 


Very funny, CONSTANT READER, But a triste broad to print. 
Alee thanks you, SYMPATHETIC, bur the bandages and lint, Not 
at present, H. EB. BURTON. Much obliged For offer, CRiBs. 
Hardly serious, DEFENDANT ; It was one of AULY'S fibs, Possibly 
you might, Miss TROTTER ; Aut we cannot tell you where, Share 
and share alike. THE FINDER, Would, we think, be only fair, 

—— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Beehuanaland 
excepted, post free: « 
3 months, 18. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.'8 payable to GILBERT DALZiet, 
“Tur SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LoNvON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kioaques and Bookseliers’, and at our Agente, 
ALBERT HESS & Co, 


7 Rue Dv 29 JUILLET. 
eg 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Wl be paid to the neat-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Roy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shail af aig to meet 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tssue of “ ALLY SLOPER’s HALF- 
Hovipay” be, found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 v'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
follneing Wednesday morning. 

—w—— 


AT THE DOCTOR'S. 


“Youn are suffering from rheumatism, cansed py acidity of the 
blood. What do you live un” “Clay, Doctor, clay.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


*,* Tocelebrate Queen Victoria's Reign, the longest in English 
History, Miss Tootsie Sloper is now designing the 
KINGS AND QUEESS OF ENGLAND COSTUMES, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 650.—The “ William 11." Costume. 


MIXED. 
“Did Mr, Smiles express any opinion on the hash we've made of 
Turkey, Maria?” “Oh—er—I think he said something about its 
being a pity that it didn’t happen after Christmas was over.” 


2 


PRETTY CHEAP, CONSIDERING. 
A crop of the new Sloper Murphy. Samples forwarded on receipt 
of the price of a tiddley, Apply to the head gardener, “The 
Mildeweries,” Battersea, S.W, 


THE WAYS OF 
Tle. Boring evening, wasn't it? 
She, Oh, awful! never attended such a function ! 
Ite. Going now? 
She. Ina moment. 1 must first go and congratulate our hostcss 
on the great success of her party. a\SH 


* 
+ 


ge? 


(Saturday, October 10, 159. 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


ScENE— Wayside Inn, 
First Tourist, H'm! can't vay UT think much of the cigars her. 
What 0 very blue smoke they've got. up 
Nreond Tourist, Sure to have, my boy. It's certain proof 
their devilish origin, *,° * 
“My hushand,” said the bride of numerous summers, prow’), 
“ia as tirmly attached to me as on the day we were married,» <! 
I've heard, dear,’ remarked the recently wedded friend, by ;, 
apron string, isn't it /" 4 R 
[And they don't speak to one another nov, 
td 


s 

French Guard, Madame is entreated not to alarm herself. bi»: 
the list station we accidentally left behind — 

Fair Passenger, Oh, don't, DON'T tell me that my poodle—_ 

French Guard, On! no, madame; it 8 your nurse 3) 

wovV, 

Fuir Passenger (with a sigh of relief), Oh! Tam so thanks, 
You quite horrificd me fora moment, Poor dear Cuqueite oe 
subject to cold, *,* 


WHEN football fights were fairly started, 
The REFEREE seemed much down-hearted, 
While at the word which here is printed 
In capitals he glanced and glinted. 
“This fact,” he said, “ my spirit paineth— 
Though REFEREE four E’s containcth, 
Yet, while the leathern ‘clout's’ in action, 
Pour 1 of case will get no fraction!” 
2s 
s 
Editor, Vm afraid this story won't do for me ; [can’t make ont 
what the Dickens it means. : 
Contributor (indignantly). Of course you can’t! Thats the art 


of the thing. It’s an impressionist study. 
ss 


= 

Offended Beauty. How dare you take such a liberty, sir! J-} 
never was so insulted. 

Bertie (rather abashed), Oh—er—Miss Laura, I'm awfully sorry, 
you know—er—but—er—er—fact is—er (gets desperate)—a kiss in 
time saves nine, dontcherknow. 

se 


= 
Youthful Sow, Dadda, I want you to buy me a pony. 
Hardup Father, My boy, you must learn to bridle your desires, 
Youthful Son, You buy him, dad, and I'll jolly svon learn how 
to bridle him. + 


“Your smallest orders, sir, will receive immediate attention.” 
insinuated the canvasser. “I’m glad to hear it,” answered the 
worried householder; “I've only one at present for you— 
‘March,’” Pad 


Tlub, My dear, 1 was nearly drowned to-day. My foot slippe'l, it 
wis touch and go, and f just escaped. 

His Darling. Really! When I've taken my things off, I'll ki-- 
you, 


—_—_— 


THE WHOLE ART OF ANGLING. 


“Why, you always seem to catch more fish than Johnny Tunce Y 
“Yesm—l'm a much better liar than wot ‘ee is! 


OLD FAMILIAR PLACES. 


OF course you have heard of Jane Cakebread! That estimable 
Jady is probably known throughout the length and breadth of the 
Innd—vea, even unto the remotest corners of the earth where the 
English language is spoken, and the Police News is perused. r 
name, along with that of Cinderella and Charlotte Corday. shall 
ring through the ages when Ashmead-Bartlett shall be forgotten 
and the Reverend Jenkins be no more. ; 

Well, there was a lady of similar tastes and habits very well 
known at most of the Metropolitan police-courts, and at West- 
iniuster in particular, Rochester Row and Vincent Square were 
her happiest hunting-grounds, What was her particular failing in 
the way of throat-lubricators is not upon record, but, whatever 1 
was, she managed to get pretty fullofit. It was probably all drink 
that came to her neck. . 

The other day she made her ninety-firet bow at Westminster. 
Stepping into the dock. airily and cheerfully. she nodded con- 
descendingly to Mr. De Rutzen, and positively beamed upon him. 

“ Good-morning !” she cried, “1 am here again!” 

The beak turned to the clerk. 

“Same charge, | suppose?” 

“Yes; drunk and disorderly, iS 

The man in blue give his evidence in the usual staccato fashion. 
the lady made a pretty little speech, and she was told uff for 
seven days, i 

The“ Black Maria” awaited Ler as she tripped ontside. Smilinely 
she mounted the steps, and prepared to ensconce herself in the right- 
hand corner seat next the door, 

But there was a man there! ‘ 

She glared at the intruder. “ You have got my seat !” she cried. 

Flabbergasted, as he well might be, the intruder begged pardon 
and hurriedly moved to the next compartment. 2s 

The dear old lady placidly sat herself down in the old familiar 
place, arranged becomingly her skirts, folded her hands on her lay. 
nodded as the guard slammed the door and took up his position on 
the steps behind— 2 

And then she put her face to the bars in the door-window, andl 
stively murmured to that policeman on the back : 

“Home, John)” 


” 


Saturday, October 10, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE’S GIRLS. 


THE most casual observer cannot, of late, very well have failed 
to notice that the Girl is much about—that the Girl, nowadays, 
has the upper hand, and the poor male man thing is sorter 
nowheres. And serve him right, 
too! 

The number of Girls’ papers 
increases, and goes on increasing. 
The daily and evening press give 
porters for Girls’ garments, aud 
earned lectures thereon, and even 
Poor Pus Penn'orth keeps u 
with the times and makes much 
of the Girl, pretty faced and 
shapely. And quite right, too! 

More particularly at the theatre 
has the Girl come to the front, 
and the word Girl takes » promi- 
nent part in the title. We have 


have been called The Good 
Girl, aa the goodness of clergy. 
wens daughters is prover- 
pared. 

Rut whether or not the name is the best that could have been 
chosen for it, the piece itself, which I saw sain the other night, is 
light and bright and extremely amusing. It is a mistake, 1 think, 
to go the first night tu one of the new-style musical Lom 3. The 
critics who do so are apt to talk of the “necessity of judicious cur- 
tailment,” for, of course, after awhile that all comes about. and the 
whole entertainment is vastly improved. Critics, as a rule, appear 
to be somewhat prejudiced against the musical commodity as now 
served to the public, and long for the return of the old style bur. 
lesque or French comic opera, In an altered form both these in due 
course may be restored, but no burtesque that I ever saw would 
bear reviving, and if you try to read the book of one of Offenbach's 
pieces it makes you very sad, The old Gaiety burlesques were, 
for the most 
part, weari- 
some, and it 
was well that 
they were 
shelved long 
ago. The new 
style of piece 
has a big  fol- 
lowing, its 
fondest ad- 
mirers being 
found in the 
stalls and 
gallery, and 
some portions 
of the pit. I 
have my doubts 
about the good 
people who 
patronise the 
dress circle. 
Anyhow, deara, 
take my advice 
and go and see 
the pretty 
Indies and 
merry = gentle- 
men of Wy 
Girl, singing Rebecca: 
so tunefully Miss Grack PALoTTa, 
and dancing so 
nimbly. Ellaline Terriss, Katie Seymour, Louis Bradfield, Fred. 
Kaye, W. H. Rawlins, John Le Hay, and Grace Palotta are in the 
splendid cast. [can promise you a splendid evening, 

—_— 


CUT OUT FOR IT. 
; oe Mont morcnei. Yes, dear, Uve decided to go on the music- 
pall stage, 

Hricnd, Think you'll succeed ? 

Violet Montmorenci. Well, Lought to. I'm pretty, fairly clever, 
have been divorced twice, and have broken nearly all the com- 
Renard nets so if 1 don't get on it won't be for want of trying, 
will it 


Leopold Van Fontein, 
Mi. W. H. RAWLINS. 


Alerander McGregor: 
Ma. Joun Le Hay, 


i 


SLOPER'S ANCESTORS, 
No. 33, 


a ¥ YT NCURSES, 
STUART STUMERSPOTTER SLOPER. 
. Bory, 1687. DiED OF Rat Porson, 1720. 
From the painting by W. Q. Orchardson, R.A, at Roshervilte 
Gardens. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the Wortd, 


SLOPER'S PlLLS 


PRICE 9}¢ PER BOX (s0 PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY EACH Box, 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 


LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Erc. 


83 Eust Strevt, New Charlton, 
August 20th, 1896, 
DEAR SIRS, —T hare used Sloper'’s Pills 
Sor four weeks with great satisfaction, ax 1 hare 
been suffering from Indigestion and Loss of Voice, 
‘ours faithfully, 
PROFESSOR E, GILLMAN. 
Ventriloguist, 
ne 
IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
oad. IN STAMPS TO 


CURDEN & CO., 99 Shoo Lane, Fleet St., London, B.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of a 

TO xife, certain, and specdy remedy for all irre. as 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 

TO ander the most trying circumstances and in LADIES 


a3 the most aie ae cast LADIES 
OBSTINATE CASES LAD 

TO NEVER FAUAS TO" AFFORD LA ey 

TO =e cr v} a v} re I A DIES 
GENERALLY 1N A FEW HOURS, 

TO No ense hopeless, failure is simply impossible, LADIES 


a as - rs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, tt 
writes : LA Bs 
TO “By adopting your treatment my anxiety JT, ADIBS 
TO and misery was over within twenty-four hours, LADIES 
TO although for over three months T had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain. LADIES 
TO Half the quantity you sent proved effective, LADIES 
TO to re intense joy and grok cd beet 
sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- 
AG monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, LADIES 
as one bottle at 4s. 6d. (by post, 4s. 9d.) is us- LADIES 
) 
TO ually sufficient for any case. 
TO Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to J,A DIES 


TO any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. 

TO Write privately to— , ae 
Mus. A. 8. ALLEN, 

TO M45 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 

TO LONDON, 8.W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MEDIOINE. 
DR. DAVIS'S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The most effectualoncarth. Nething can resist them. 
94d., 1/1}, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 


Or order of any chemist, 


Dr. DAvis's little hook for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


OUR LADY’S CORNER. 


ConpuctrD BY Lavy Dowpy. 
oe 


GLADYs.—I quite agree with you that one weck is plenty long 
enough for a woman to wear a dress, but men are so 
unconscionably selfish that there is no reasoning with them. 
Perhaps he would not grumble so much if, when you leave off a 
gown, you were to cut it up into necktics for him? 

HousekEePeEn.— Preserving and pickling were accomplishments 
which our great-grandmothers used to excel in, and which you 
still read about in some old-fashioned books ; but no one in good 
society would dream of doing anything of the kind now-a-days. 
L believe you can obtain further particulars in some cookery book 
published somewhere by somebody ; but if you take my advice, 
you'll leave it alone and buy your jams of Sweetly & Co., and 
your pickles from Sourson, Lt saves a lot of trouble ; besides, 
they both advertise with us. 

Movsir.—The sauce you mention is made as follows : Take a cup- 
ful of any kind of oil except paraftin, and mix it intimately with 
a piece of butter the size ofa nut; add, drop by drop, 2 ounces of 
cheese, 3$ ounces mustard, 3 spoonfuls salt. and a basinful of 
vinegar. It should thicken and turn a golden brown colour, If 
it doesn't, throw it away and try again. You are really too swect 
to say xuch pretty things about my column, It is the love and 
affection of readers like yourself that rewards me for the life of 
toil which I have to endure, to say nothing of the abuse of the 
editor, the rude remarks of the proof reader and the bad 
language of the compositors, They don’t think I know it, but 1 
do, and if 1 was aman, [l—Never mind, dear, write again, 
Always delighted tu assist you, 


tee 


AN INDELIBLE PICTURE. 


SNF was forty-two whilst he was only twenty-four, but—oh, 
how he loved her! They had only been married a year, and she 
wasn't a beauty, not by a very elongated chalk, but she had a 
generous disposition, a fat bank-book, several streets of cottage 
property in Hatcham, and a fish-glue brewery, and—oh, gorvo! he 
did love her! 

“Belinda, my own,” he said one evening, taking her fat, pros- 
perous hands in his, “do you know what it is to have some sweet 
picture engraved indelibly on one’s memory—a picture that con- 
stantly appears before one’s eyes /” 

“Oh, yes!” she simpered, sweetly. 

“ Well, my life's ideal picture is of you on the day that T proposed 
to you in Kew Gardens. 1 thonght you locked simply sweet ! 
can see you now, even to the ribbons in your hat ‘ 

* Feathers,” she corrected, but ever so sweetly, 

“Of course, | meant feathers; whilst the dreamy fairyness about 
your pretty frock of—er—er—I almost forget what they call its 
porticular shade,” 

“Black,” suid she, but as sweetly asa zephyr kisses, 

“Ah! yes; so it was! And I know I thought myself the 
happiest, luckiest fellow in the world as from the bosom of your 
dress you plucked one pure lily, which | shall never, never—" 

“Tt wasn't a lily. dears it was ns double yellow dahlia,” she 
murmured. but ax quietly as the soft purring of kettle, 

“Of course, Do you think 1 could ever forget it: Nopa 
thousand tines no—not if L lived to beat Methuselah's record, 
Ah !—my darling—(7he area bell rings}—let me have a cheque for 
four pounds, will you?—that’s some new shirts that I ordered in 
Cheapside come home ?” 

It’s absolutely sweet to be made a fuss over when you're forty- 
two, and she wrote the cheque, 


323 


GUARDING AGAINST LOOPHOLES. 

Sun was a girl who shunned publicity and hated ostentation in 
every form, She had hooked her beau, and the ceremony had been 
fixed for next Monday, but she was worrved and ill at vase, The 
mere sight of the dressmaker gave her the shivers, and when the 
printer's boy brought the silver-edged cards tied with white ribbon, 
she did a swoon on a pile of new sheepskin mats sent from the 
house-furnishers “on appro.” Naturally enough her good mother 
was greatly affected by these symptoms of her dear daughter's 
distress, 

: * Abandon all this ceremony, Letitia, dear,” she pleaded, “for it 
is upsetting you,” 

At the mere suggestion the frail, fair bride-elect shuddered. 

“Have a quiet wedding,” continued the devoted old lady. 

“Quiet, mother!” almost shrieked the girl in an agony of 
despair, “how ean you even suggest such athing 2 You know, well 
enough, how George has wriggled and schemed to get out of this 
mateh, and now that he’s as deaf asa chunk of dead wood you 
suggest | should have a quiet wedding! Why, it would be making 
a loophole for the bounder! When all was over he'd swear it was 
iMegal on the ground that he hadn't heard the responses! No, Vua 
going to coax the parson to make itas noisy as he knows how!” 

Then, with the exertion and the anxiety, she swooued atin 


—~1—— 


A POSER. 


Little Nellie, Dad, is it true that Ethel Jones is dead? 
Fond Parent, V really don't know, dear, 
Little Nellic, Well, can't you look in the directory and find out? 


ANOTHER EXCUSE! 


(Certain savants have recently deckirol that Heavy Rainfalls are the real 
cause of a considerable amount of Drunkeuness.) 


'T1s well-known that our 
varying climate 
Doth cause many things 
’ = — to go wrong, 
~S Thus vexing both peasant 
: and Primate, 
As each through the 
world = goes, ping. 


No Love 2 WHATS Tes 2, 
oney (micy ¢ - REvecune * 


Ra oy 


pong. 
The weather, when bad, 
makes some doleful, 
Or spoils the new cout, 
or new “tile” ; 
To some it gives cause to 
be * soulful,” 
tut the new cause must 
make many stile, 
Certain scientists now 
Explicitly vow 
That when one has many 
a“ drain "— 
That coming home late 
Ina’ blithery ” state 
Is frequently caused by the Rain! 


No doubt many “ kept in the City” 
Will strive to remember this tip; 
It really, indeed, were a pity 
To let such a good excuse slip. 
Sut. alas! there is one little drawback 
When Poor Man arrives home iv this vein-- 
Lovely Woman (who semetiaes can jaw “-back) 
May scorn that remark re “the Rain! By 


———$4—_—_—_- 


SOME OF OUR CORRESPONDENTS. 


“Dean Sin— After the second dose of Sloper's Pilla 1 am 
eased to say my appetite returned, You might send me another 
ox in case of accidents.—Yours hungrily, FERDINAND CRAMMER, 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. [ Saturday, October 10, 1896, 
AFTER THE TIFF. 


SOLD! NO FEAR OF MOTH. 


4 
g 
Z 
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Goods carefully removed in town or 
“Kiss and make it up again, Laurie.” “ All 


couniry. Plate warehoused, etc. For partic. 

right. On the lips, mind. Th ‘t tak: (1) “Where are you going to, my pretty maid?” = (2) “May I go with you?” “ Yes,” she sighed. Wired en Crack ’sea Cotte Be, Mr, 
gat. , mind, wo J : . gtaanemorte ed Sar, ier ee aaa rac: e, on 
sv long to make fs again as the face.” oar “Going for a saé/, kind sir,” she said, “This is the sale ; will you step inside! ville. ge, Burgles 


A GRAND IDEA SQUASHED. *,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photo. 


raphs from t of her Sriends whose portrait 
Ge not yet been inserted. ics 


TOOTSIBE’S FRIENDS. 


' 
2, eat 


£4 iN 


Cama} 
ae i a 
1) “Such a pity the weathyr has turned so (3) Attitude of Miss Snawkly Griff, who is 
ality _ aut Goole trip. RE ally no Pg ih cccw edt 7. a i = inyned eo weak re to ‘undertake Ag 
hance anyone seeing our new Ing cos- ; , \ secretaryship because of her literary abilities. 
tumes in town.” “Why can't we start a Swim: pee gir we'll ask to become mem-  ,, Neer, beard of such shameless conduct iu 
ming club, dear, and show them off that way? : my life.” 


Cc 
Cc 


No. 464.—Miss SYBIL CHESTER. 


“A breaking heart throbs madly in my breast.” 
; —The Dook Snovk. 
4) “ Why can’t we have some men in it, dear, 5 i ; (6) Unexpected entrance, at the inaugural “ What torment equals unrequited love?” 
a ienorary Members, of course, Let's ask the Scone Minweehee Wl ake meeting, of the Mev. 8.1. who insists on being gp aaacatae : —Lord Bob. 
v. Slocum ger; it w ook so highly ” 3 an Active and not an Zlenvrary Member. Total = i : aren ” 
respectable to have him on the list.” ome Ne dispersion of the club, Chaos!!! Tike works mast <orskiy Rear ba yi y: 


McNAB NON-PLUSSED. 


(1) “ Dear me!” soliloquised the Elder, “they a1 
and floatin’ doon the waters o’ time. These rains areawfu’!’ 


v are all deed at last, (2) “Yaller grinstins, boiled boots, and 


i rile n (3) When it was over, MeNab continued, “ Whit is this new game these divils are playin’ 
blistered crabs! whit is this?” at /—pretending they're deed and playin’ the gait wi’ a lot o° heathen bulls fas 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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fye- 6.0 op bte bust a ’ = 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


's rule will bust:—The season's over for the year, A poorish one, it would appear :—The Prince of 


The Czar and Premier, I trust, The Great Assassin’ 
ge as yet:—The dusky batsman's fi 


Wales, the other day, Officiated in this way :—We've not, despite the recent wet, Attained our avera riends, of course, To 
do him honour, went in force: — A wondrous lot of people go To view the Crystal Palace show: —A fearful shaking and a sprain He got, but soon pulled 
round again——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


DIDN’T KNOW THE OTHER ONE. 


Young y. 
brothers who'd all like to see you, 


Moses. You zay, pithness is so bad you'll soon be 
bankrupt. Ain't you inthured against fire? 

Teaacs. Yes, tothe amount of tree tousand pounds. 

Moses. Vell, vell, vot more do you vant! 


SS New venti att Re 
dahil « 


. = | 1 ! ‘4 

Guard, "Ex’ ye ar’, Miss. ies’ t ; . ’ ; 1: 
to verscif. Monte a eee ae oe Mabel. Who was that I bowed to just now? iS Ullo, Sammy, I see we be in the fashion at last. 
Miss Almond Hardbake. Oh, guard! 1 couldn't Cyril. Oh, Lord knows who! | Wentilated clothin’—it sez on the bill— is fashion- 
travel all alone, Er—put mein a First Smoker. Mabel. Who, dear? 1 thought it was Lord Lowwater. able. Our’n is pretty well wentilated, ain't it? 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—s— 

MOLLER. DorA PARNEZ has met with considerable snecess at 

the Empire. She is a bright, vivacious brunette, and, despite the 

fact that she warbles in the 

Italian tongue, knocks ‘em 
hard in Leicester Square, 


* 

Turk Moss-Encrusted Ediiice 
has this day conferred the 
* Award of Merit’? upon Pro. 
FESSOR VERLINI, because he's 
the New Jap, “At last, oh! 
mong pare,” chortled the Youth 
of the Ultramarine Optics, 
“have you awoke to a com- 
mon sense of decency. The 
Professor oughter ‘ave 'ad the 
diplomer years ago ; ‘is Japan- 
ese jugglin’ and conjuring en- 
tertuinment is the best thing 
to be seen——" But this was 
stale news to the Old 'Un, and 
with a weary sigh hearose, and 
yet again is Alecan out-patient 
at the “ Royal Free.” 


THE music-hall world has 
lost one of its brightest stars 
by the death of Bessie Bell- 
wood, and many a poor 
brother and sister artiste will 
miss her helping hand. What 
nw clever girl she was! 
SLOPER will never forget 
that song of hers of many, many years back : 

“T long to be a fairy, to dance upon my toes, 
1 long to be a fairy, to wear short clothes, 
And when I throw my legs about, 
All the boys are sure to shout, 
‘Bravo! bravo! brave, Mary Ann!’” 
There was no mistake about Bessie, she was chockful of ginger. 
* 


s 
THE portrait on satin of Queen Victoria, issued by The Gentle. 
roman, and which accompanies the * Record of Her Majesty’? 
Reign ” published by that paper, has found a place of honour in 
ALLY'S sanctum anugerum, The Succulent Whelk, with all his 
imperfections, loves his Queen, 
ss 


2 
G. H, Ciirewis, the White-Eved Kaftir, is off to Australia, and 
with him goes the blessing of the Crumbling Editice. 
Ld 


* 

A. Storer will do little pheasant shooting this season, The 
fuinous Mildew Court. preserves are, alns! in the hands of the 
stranger, and 
the tenant 
hasn’t asked 
ALLY to 
shoot. It 
may be he 
hasn't quite 
forgotten the 
little inci- 
dent last 
year, when 
the Wreck 
peppered a 
couple of 
beaters and 
n favourite 
retriever— 
after lunch, 
Less fastidi- 
ous sports- 
men are re- 
quested to 
send invita- 
tions with as 
little delay 
: as possible. 
ssed, carriage paid, to 99, please. 

Ln 
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Ail birds should be addre 


td 

A. SLOPER is known and respected all over the world—every- 
one is nware of that. But everyone is not aware that Professor 
Benjamin Woodger is posing as the Eminent, in connection with 
Capiain Paul Boyton’s World's Water Show, every blessed day of 
his life. For a long Simao (pests Benjamin has been making them 
yell with laughter in America, where Boyton’s show now is, by his 
droll nautica and tomfoolery in the water. In fact, he has become 
sv popular, he thinks of competing for the Presideutship. 

ss 


= 

SPEAKING n week or go back of the terrible gunpowder ex- 
plosion on the Regent's Canal, which happened — years nyo, 
reminds ALLY of a good thing said by the wife of an old pal of his, 
who lived very near the scene of the disaster. The explosion took 
place in the middle of the night, and the report woke everyone for 
miles around, The wife of SLOPER'S friend shrieked, “Good 
henvens! John, what is that?’”? “Tis the Day of Judgment,” 
replied the hushand, solemnly, “That cannot be,” urged the 
practical wife of his manly bosom, “ for J do not hear the last 
trump.” That did it, and they both went to sleep again in about 
two twos, + * 


The Duchess of Coolgardie should fill Drury Lane till panto- 
mime time—we suppose there will be a panto? = It’s a grand, 
stirring = melodrama, 
with plenty of rousing 
incident and _sensa- 
tional scenes. Tootsie 
is going to tell you all 
about it in her article 
s00n, £0 We will say no 
more than go and see it. 


s 

FreED_ BaRNanpD, 
who met with so tragic 
unend last week, might 
well be described as the 
King of English Comic 
Art. By nature down- 
right funny himself his 
work always bore the 
stamp of genuine 
humour, Sensitive aud 
highly strung to i 
degree, he felt that asa 
a painter he was not 
appreciated as he de- 
served to be, and this 
no doubt had a deal to 
do with the shadow 
that seemed to come 
over his life in later 
years. Anyhow, Fred 
Sarnard will be best 
remembered by his black and white—not always comic, by the 
way, for as 2 book illustrator, particularly of Dickens, he stood in 
the front rank, Our heartfelt sympathies are with the gentle lady, 
his wife, iu her hour of trouble 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


GREY TIMES. . 

ITF was a man past the prime of life. Threads of silver glistened 
in his dark, wavy hair.and the sharp ploughshare of Time had left 
its furrows in his strongly-marked tace. His. head rested in his 
hands and his elbows were propped upon his mahogany shop- 
counter, but his thoughts seemed far away, 

Of what or of whom was he thinb ing! . 

That.alas | the deponent may never know, for just then his reflec. 
tions were disturbed by the entrance of a young man whocame for- 
ward with an embarrassed air, looking hastily about as if to reassure 
himself that only he and the elderly man were present. in the 
apartment, With a trembling voice he faltered out a question. 

“The man with the dark hair looked keenly at his questioner, 
The look of abstraction faded from his face, the dreamy gaze 
disappeared from his eyes, The problems of the present) had 
crowded out in one instant the speculations of the future. He was 
himself again, the alert man of atluirs as well as the tender, loving 
— but we digress, 

In firm tones he replied to the nervons, anxious youth. 
Accustumed to deal with matters of life or death he spoke with 
decision and in a voice that carried with it the impress of 
certainty as irrevocable as fate itself. He said slowly, but 
emphatically : 


“Can't do it. Ve makesit arule nefer to lend more den sixbence 


on a vhite vaistcoat xo late in de season asilis: ve knvirs ve're sure 
to ‘ave to keep’ em till nex’ Vhitsun, Sixpence: vill ye ‘ave it?” 
The youth, who'd reckoned on raising a solid bob, seemed dejected, 
but finally he said he'd take the tanner, and, witha heavy, prolonged 


sigh, he laid down the halfpeuny for the ticket. 
os 
ROBERT'S REJOINDER. 


“Could you sce me across the street, policeman?” “I doubt it, 
lissie, unless I had my glasses.” 
——— 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS, 


No. 15.—THE EMANCIPATION OF PooR NEDDY. 

{It was a gratifying sicht to see the numbers of well-groomed plump animals 
recently at the first South London Costers’ Donkey Show.— We-Uy l'ajer.] 
Lona yeara ago (fur, Heaven be praised, 

The time is fast from memory fading) 

The breed of that brave brute which raised 

The voice of Heaven-inspired upbraiding 
To Balaam :—years ago, alas ! 
The poor, long-suffering, patient asa 
Found life but little worth the living, 
Aud death a theme for glad thanksgiving ! 


We who are stricken well in years 

May mind some hour in life’s young morn 
When, heart-in-mouth and prone to tears, 

We trembling watched the sufferings burne 
Ty one of these ; that, with clenched teeth 
And ears laid lengthwise, writhed beneath 
ase blows from one of base repute— 
Trute torturer of « helpless brute! 
Poor Ned, in those days, deemed devoid 

Of feeling, faced a hard world friendless 5 
A burden-beast, his master joyed 

To make his life a burden endless ! 
Those days are past ; and Neddy’s lines 
(Though Neddy’s owners still show sizns 
OF tierceness in their hard, grim faces) 
Are cast at last in pleasant places ! 
‘Tis good—'tis rare—to be aware 

That, aa a rule, the rough rude “ coster” 
Makes his mute helpmeet snugly fare, 

And may these brave Shows fire and fuster 
That noble feeling, till anon 
The rule's exceptions all be gone, 
And from the R.S.P.C.A, 
Its occupation riven away ! 


—_—~—— 


A WORK OF ART. 


(1) Bill Dodger, Seein’ as it’s comin’ on 
to rain, I'll accept the guinea for him ; but 
mind yer, it’s a barg’in. 


(2) Old Mr. Greenon (on the road 


home), Well 1 never! 
have run, to be sure! 


(Saturday, October 10, 1296, 


: , = - MARE'S NEST. 

T was in one of the curious, narrow, little wooden i 
certain old-fashioned chop house, nut a hundred miles Mean _ 
Strand, that some werk 
two ago an elderly get}, 
man of mildish “a... 
might have been obser,,,i 
in the quiet enjoyment ,; 
a steak and mus}. 


"ete 

lenly, © sentence 
utcered in a low Yolen ; 
someone in the next ..,,,, 
partment, fell upon hi- ,.,; 
and caused him to sy; 
in amaze, 

“Just 80,” said they... 
—a cruel, crafty sort 4; 
voice it sounded, tu — 
“Just xo: but how di, 
propose to kill him?” 

il he old gentlenwn held 
hia breath and wiped 1),,. 
heads of agony from 
brow with his servirit.. 
What was this hors! 
. F Who were the rutiin,; 
planning deeds of blood ina public eating-house? Was he tu i... 
the unseen listener to a ghastly crime—the chosen instrument {ur 
the frustration of some ideous outrage? Scarce daring to ioy. 
an eyelash, he listened eagerly for the other miscreant’s reply, |r 
was not long in coming. . 

“ Luigi must stb him in the back as he leaves the apartment.” 

* And the girl?” ; 

“Must be abducted. Luigi must force his way to her chanber 
She will swoon away,and he must carry her down stairs in is 
arms past her father’s corpse, and bear her off in his carriage,” 

The old gentleman trembled from head to foot. Heavens! this 
was awful! The coid-blooded, heartless villains! 

« And, of course,” came the voice again, “nothing will be easier 
than to fasten the murder on to the lover.” 

* Nothing,” assented the other ruftian, and they both laughed 
softly—yes, actually laughed. ' 

Shaking like an aspen, but filled with heroic resolve, the old 
gentleman crept from his seat and glided rapidly towards the door, 
Another moment and he would have been in the street in search of 
a constable, when he was grasped roughly by the shoulder, 

“So that’s yer little game, is it?” said the waiter, withering!y ; 
“sneakin’ out without payin’ for yer diuner! Bless me if Vd ha 
thought it, to look at yer.” 

Anger, astonishment, indignation, rendered the old chap sperch. 
less for a moment, but the next he pointed excitedly towards the 
box occupied by the two scoundrels. 

“Let me go!” he cried, desperately. “ Murder is being plotte:| 
here, I tell you—cold-blooded. awful murder! J say 1 have he:r 
it all, fellow ! Call the police before the nuscreants escape.” 

“What's the matter here?” said a voice at his elbow; “the 
gentleman seems excited,” 

_ “That's one of them!” cried the old gentleman ; “hold him. 1 
implore you; I overheard hiin plan every detail of the murier!” 

For s moment the villain looked puzzled; then he burst sud- 
denly into a roar of laughter. ‘‘ Wilmot, listen to this,” he cried 
as his ch ere in crime strolled up. ‘May I ask, sir,” he coi- 
tinued, “ if you refer to a recent conversation between my friend 
and me?” 

“T do,” gasped the old gentleman, astounded at the show of 
composure, 

Both men roared. “Allow me,” said the elder, “to present my 
friend, Mr. Wilmot, who is collaborating with me in my latest 
melodrama, It’s due at the Em s’8 in a month or two an | 
hope you'll come and see it, though you have overheara part of the 
plot. Waiter, 2 bottle of Pommeroy at our table, please. [ trust, 
sir, you will join two crime-stained wretches in its disjieal" 

Aud, would you believe it, the old gentleman did, 


br 


gen 


SAUCE, 


B 
Small Boy (to Sergeant Bumberry, of the Heavies). Hi, captain. 
do you belong to the Miltereteed Balloon Department? 


—_—_r———— 


SHE KEPT THE MILL GOING. 


“Is your husband fond of you, Cath” 
“Fond! He can't live without me!" "Hew 


How those spots : 
hice! By the bye, what ishe?” “Nothing. 


Saturday, October 10, 1896.] 
A WAIL FROM THE SEA 


She raised herself on her lily-white tail 
And inquired why he looked ro blue? 
«] am leaving thee love, to go by the rail, 

‘And must bid you a fond adieu,” 


—_—_—— 


NOT IN THE WAY OF BUSINESS. 

“| UNDERSTAND, sir,” commenced her father, rather sternly, 98 
he entered the room where the eager suitor had requested an 
audience, “that you have been making advances to my daughter?” 

“Quite a mistake, LI assure you,” stammered young Mr. Sixty- 
percent, in his confusion, “1—I've never lent her a penny.” 


THE ABDICATION OF MRS. BRYSON. 


—— 


CHAPTER XII. ; = 

AT the succeeding Royal Drawing Koum, the ladics again wore 
their patches, and once more they were filled with inward grief 
and anxiety to preserve gaiety of demeanour in the eyes of those 
assembled. But it was a woeful failure. The tender places of the 
previous day were doubly tender on the second application of the 
pungeut irritant. The proceedings were again reatly abridged by 
the ladies who fled to the privacy of 
their wigwams, where they could 
indulge freely in their woe without 
let or hindrance, and, like many others 
who pursue the miseries of fashion, 
they vowed they would never again 
put on these patches. 

But when they saw Mrs. Bryson 
calmly sailing past their wigwams 
still proudly calm and dignified, am 
with the tiny black patch on her 
cheek, they resolved to become habi- 
tuated to the decoration, and stuck it 
on once more in private that they 
might become callous to the pain. 

It is ever thus. It is rare, indeed, 
that the tumultuous effects of the 
first pipe of tobacco has suflicient 
intiuence to induce a learner to eschew 


But with King Loriabuloo it was 
somewhat different. That monarch 


He was well up in years, and had, in a measure, become indifferent 
to the pomps and vanities of life, especially when these pomps and 
vanities contributed to cause him d iacomfort. The novelty of the 
fur coat. and other tixings of civilised life, had tickled him for adiay 


while he smiled benignly round on the assembled courtiers, was 
inwardly reciting the limited vocabulary of profanity which his 


blasphemy as had been imported into the island by the infrequent 
visits of strangers. The mustard plaister patch was the last straw 
on his already overburdened temper, and when he achieved 
retirement he tore it off and danced on it. 

For « moment John B, Thomson, Lord High Keeper of the 
Royal Treasures, blenched. It might be that King Loriabuloo, in 
his passion, would order him out for instant execution as being the 
pine cause of the sore which had arisen on the Royal cheek, 

ut His Majesty was not altogether unreasonable. He was 
conscious that some of his misery was due to his efforts at emu- 
lating the superior dignity which Mrs. Bryson displayed by 
wearing patches, and he did not for «moment think of blaming 
the Keeper of the Royal Treasures. But he determined tu 
investigate, and he summoned J. B. Thomson to his presence. 

“He heaps hot,” said King Loriabuloo, as he puinted to the 
clothes he had cast off in favour of the simple garment he had 
worn ere the advent of Mrs. Bryson. “ He heaps dem hot,” he 
continued, as he pointed to the tiny patch of mustard leaf he had 
flung on the tloor. 

“t's nothing when you get used to it,” said John B, Thomson. 

“Yes, but how get used 2” said the King. 

“ Wear steady, always,” said J. 
B. Thomson. 

“White woman, she wear 
steady always. how long?” 

“ Many days ; five, ten, twenty 
—many days,” said John fi. 
Thomson, as he threw out his ten 
fingers with great rapidity and 
many times, 

“Same sore, allee time?” in- 
quired the King. 

“Mostly same,” remarked Mr. 
J. 1B. Thomson. 

“Won't do; sce um 2) 

“Never mind _ finishing your 
remark,” said J. B.'I.,° Lb think | 
know what you mean. But the 
white Mrs. Loriabuloo?) She 
won't be pleased if you dont 
wear clothes?” 

* Don’t care,” said Loriabuloo. 
“Heap trouble since she come, 
Other wives kick up bubbery—want clothes—no care though she 
never come.” : 

~You could send her away, Give me a canoe, I'll take her 
away,” said J.B. Thomson. 

“ Where to?” . 

* Wait to see ship pass. ow ont—put her on board.” 

“Guod! You go soon as you like.” 

(Le be continucd neat week.) 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX, 


1 ARUNDEL Square. Bannsnvnry, N., 
September Wh, W96. 

DEAR &1R.—I have received the handsome “ Award of Merit.” 
for which I beg to offer you my best thanks. As desired, I encto-e 
yous small photo of myself, the reproduction of which you are 
kind enough to promise me in the “F.O.8. Gallery.” Thankins 
you in anticipation, 1am, dear sir, yours faithfully, 

MAURICE VICTOR. 


———-—— 


FARES WOT I'VE DROVE. 
(THE CONFIDENCES OF BADGE 00,951.) 

“Yus, guv‘nor, it was rare smart lot as that play-actii’ gel civ 
me for sayin’ wot I did for her at the trial ; reg'lar fust-rate keb it 
wos, and the gamest, fastest little mare as ever pulled a ‘ansom,. 1 
can tell yer, wot with that and the ‘undred quid 1 did come out a 
bit of 2 dook, = - 

* And it worn't so very long arterwards as T ‘ad a operchunity of 
testin’ wot the little tit could do, Md bin on the night job, and 
was crawling back to the yard. in the early morning a little before 
tive when I gits a hail. It wornt over ight, but as near as | 
could make out it was a chap about forty or thereabouts as ‘nd 
sung out for me, He'd got a small Gladstin bag in his ‘and, and 
seemed in a desprit sort o’ ‘urry. 

“He was inside my keb ina bit under a jif. ‘King’s Crorse ! 
Quick !’ he gasps, pantin’ like. *A sovereignu—two sovereigus if 
you do it in twenty minutes!” 

“<’Dllo, wot’s the little game ‘ere, I thinks to myself as [ puts 
Kitty into a trot; ‘anyway, it'll be a near thing if we do do it, but 
there’s a clear road and that’s somethink.’ 

«Just then the gent inside pushes up the trap, *Go on, don't 
stop,’ he ses; ‘I can talk while you're drivin’. Look here, my 
man, can you keep & silent tongue in your head if ius made worth 
your while?’ 

“$ Dessay I could, sir,’ I arnsers, ‘wot's the lay?’ 

“*That's right,’ he res. ‘Now attend to me, but don't lose a 
minute, Here's one-half of a twenty-pun note ; I'l post the other 
to any address you like, providin’ you do as I tell you.’ 

+ And wot’s that?’ 1 ses, beginning to fevl a bit doubtful,as you 
may say. 

“ophis, ses ’e. ‘I.oh! hang it, 1 can't beat about the bush. 
I'm in what you'd call trouble, I suppose. i'm mnercent, of 
course ; but the ‘tecs are after me, and unless [ can escape ‘em Im 
aruined man, Will you help me!’ 

“*Qne moment, guv'nor, I ses; ‘one moment, this ain't a 
murder ey is it! ’Cos if so 'm—' 

“But he interrupts me quick and angry. ‘ Murder? No. Dol 
look like a cut-throat?" he ses. 

“*Then I'm on, guv‘nor,’ I arnsers. 

“*Good,’ ’e cries. ‘Then give me your address. That's risht. 
Now, all I want you to do is to keep a sharp look-out behind, sud 
the instant you see another cab following this give me the tip, and 
drive off anywhere as hard as you can dash. Get me to the station 
in time if you can, but look out for persoot, they're only a few 
minutes behind me.’ 

“Well, sir, all this ‘ere jaw didn't take more 'n a minnit or two, 
and as soon as he closes the trap I let's the mare ‘ave ‘er ‘ed. Lor’ 
it was a treat to see ‘er move, and thinks I to myself youd take a 
lot o’ catchin’ my airl, if you wos put to it. 

“The thought ‘adn’t crossed my mind not ‘arfa minnit when the 
cove inside shoves up the trap. ‘They're after me,’ he almost 
shrieks, ‘I’ve just caught sight of their cab through the little pane 
nt the back. Go on driving till [ tell you. Keep well a-head and 
loxe ‘em if you can, but don’t go near the station. Now, twenty 
pounds, remember, if you get me out of this,’” 


(To be continued next week.) 


GIRLS UNCLE BOFFIN'S ADVISED. 


Her main trouble was that she was always catching cold at the 
theatre—said it was so draughty behind the scenes. Nunkey said 
he couldn't stop the drau ae but if she didn’t wear them quite 80 
high she would feel it less. Boff’s awfully clever. 


“EVIL IS WROUGHT BY WANT OF THOUGHT.” 


WiTH a fever racking his frame, 
My husband lay ill ; 
And the neighbouring women came 
With hearty good will, 
And kindly oftices did for me, 
With never a hope of reward or fee. 
They washed the dishes, they cooked the food, 
They emery tended my infant brood, 
They enabled me through the long night-tice. 
To wake and watch at my husband's side. 


Am 1 thankless of heart to them 
For the favours they did ? 
Would 1 aught in their acts condemn l 
May the Heavens forbid! 
But. oh! what darts—as they si pped their tea— 
What daggers they plunged in the heart of me! 
For, ever alas ! it is women’s way, 
When convened in an invalid’s house are they, 
To breathe to each other, with softened breath, 
Their memories dark of disease and death. 
And they could not know, as their tales T heard, 
How those morbid memorics stung and sti:red 
My anguished soul to # frantic fear 
That the hour of my loved one’s death was near? 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


‘ILL Winds: Mountain breezes. : 

DeENTI#TS’ Favourite Diet ; Plenty of “ pullet.” 

Tue Emperor of all the Rushers: Ikey Mo. : 

“LOVE”-MAKING: An artist engaged on a study of Cupid. 

Why is the letter “J” like the effect of “Merry Margate ” on 
Dame Geezer ?—Because it makes Aunty jaunty. 

Miss TERRY'S “Imogen” has uite captivated ALLY. He 
expresses his delight by anagram ; ~ mugen tm gone!” 


BILLIARD NOTE. 


Putting on side ;—and he can put it on, too, 
(Our Artist, poor chap, is away on his autumn Cour, All 
offerings to be left in the dustbin,—ED.) 


——$————— 


TIT FOR TAT. 


“Blimey. ’Arry, you look frozen!” “ Garn, dob?) Well, you 
don't look as if you'd come out of a ‘ot ‘ouse!” 


—o 


A WELL OF ENGLISH UNDEFILED. 


DEGENERACY may characterise us in many things in this weary, 
watery end of the century. but it can’t be said that we've gone 
back in the matter of language. How would this fragment of 
conversation between two “dear old chappies” mectiug in the 
Strand strike—say, an Oxford don? 

“ Hullo, there!” 

“Cheer, oh, sonny !” 

& How's tricks 2” 

“Nothing extra, And yours?” 

“Same old sweet song—getting a living. What price a tiddley us 

“Certainly. Viv on in that scene, old chappie. In here!" 

“Yes, in you go. Apres cous, as the boy said to his uncle when 
he told him to go to Hades,” 

(They enter the Hilarity bar.) 

© Back again you see, Florrie "—(this to the barmaiden). “Give 
ua two liqueurs of Jack-the-dandy and a Polly split,and "—(throw- 
ing down a four-shilling piece) —* sinash this teakettle-cover for 
me, will you?” 

“Well, Harry, you old boundah ! how goes it with that little bit 
o' muslin you were mashin’ down at Brighton?” 

“Great Scott! 1 had to chuck that, old chappie! Should have 
had nanty dinarly to get ‘ome with! Would yer believe it—while 
1 was hangin’ over one end of her private bar, blewing about 
fifteen og a day in neck-varnish a-purpose to mash her, there was 
another Johnnie playing the giddy kipper up at the other ead, 
behind the partition !” 

“ And what gave it away?” 

“Why. both of us goin’ in at the same bally door one afternoon, 
We rumbled to the fake as clear as mud! Set about cach other? 
Not much! We might have done but for the donah herself. 
“What's the good o’ tf looneys tightin’ over me?” she nid, 
“Neither of you could atford to keep me if you married me. 
abbey bit about the struggle-for-life in Tottenham Court Road 
myself! 

* The little vixen!” 

“Vixen hits the bull’s-cye! Let's have another damper !” 


——— 


THE SLOPER RELICS. 
(Continued) 
No, 25.—OpE TO HiMSeELF, LAUREL WREATH, AND PUTTY 
MEDAL CONTRIBUTED BY ALFRED AUSTIN. 


The Laureate’s own particular Ode to himself is. A. SLOPen 
ventures to assert, exceedingly inspiring and chock-full of poctic 
fire. There are forty-nine verses, apace only allows for one—the 
first. But A, SLOPER can assure his readers that all the others 
are of equal merit. But list! the lyre is tuned for twanging. 
“Hail! Alfred, Laureate, hail ! All hail [ sing—twas near That I 
was warbling ‘ale. For, een me to small beer The envious 
would compare, Without justification, For am 1 not ALL THERE 
—In mine own estimation? Right fol lol the rol, laddy, Right fol 
lol the lol. lay!" The refrain ix particularly tine—* Right fol"— 
but to proceed, The wreath is manufactured of the purest metal 
the mines of Cornwall could produce, and for workmanship excels 
that which the late Lord Beacinatield refused to accept frum 
Tracey Turnerelli, The putty medal speaks for itself. 
(To be continued \ 


——————————————— 
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No. 450.—Mr, Percy Hupson, F.0.8, 
“One of the youngest, but not least illustrious, of 
A. SLoPER’s ‘Friends.’ Born twenty-one years ago, 
80 has just attained his majority. And possession o! 
his inheritance. Particulars of latter not yet to 
hand. Is an artist. In black and white. Started 
drawing at an early age, and hasn't got tired of it 
yet. On the regular staff of Sucecss and Pitman's 
Shorthand Weekly. Art editor of The Bohemian, 
and frequent contributor to magazines and other 
riodicals, Has also had a good Innes-ings at 
ok illustrating. And is still ‘nut out.’ Chiefly 
because he’s every inch « Bohemian, he was created 
F.O.8., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented 

to him August 8th, 1896." —Debrete Lmproced, 


SHE'LL GET USED TO IT. 


“Dear Maky,—Never get married; take the 
advice of one who has tried. There's nothing the 
matter with George, of course; but, just fancy, I 
have to wheel the pram! — Ever thins own, 
EVANGELINE,” 


(Saturday, October 10, 1896, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
OUR PARENTS’ 


MANNERS.—No. 2. 


(1) “Dear Sioper,—Parents’ Manners? Ugh! ‘ 
writing you last week I find | can't even keep a cigar in 


(2) “ And our new housemaid, who I'd arranged to take to the Empire on her 
night out—a really decent-looking bit o’ stuff, she is !—blest if 1 don't catch him 
huggin’ her in the passage like one o’clock—cutting his own son out ! 

“ Yours worse ever, “MARMADUKE NOFLY (Aged 10).” 


Since 


the place owing to my wretched guv'nor. Directly he 
thinks my back's turned he starts helping himself | 


NOT A DOUBT OF IT. STRANGE WILOFOWL, 


“Yea, Tottie, I'll admit that your feet are a trifle smaller than 
mine, but there's something about the shape of mine that will take 
a lot of beating.” 


“The Pelican.—This bird has been known to bury his beak in 
the sand and whistle the greater part of the ‘ Lost C' * while so 
engaged,” —SLOPER'S Ornithology: Book 10; page 963, 


SHE WAS FAR TOO MODEST. 


MORE VINE LEAVES. 


——— 


= a es 
“Like to go on in Burlesque, Miss Veryshaw?” “Oh! no. | 
should like the acting, but 1 could never appear as they do—so many 
people looking at one, too. Oh ! no.” 

Cs Behind, Um! Ah! 


THE RUMFOOZLERS’ CLUB: ITS MEMBERS, ITS INFLUENCE, ITS ATTENDANTS AND ITS BYE-LAWS. 


Enery, the Rumfoozlers’ head waiter, just escapes 
being a thing of beauty by a shave. He is.a blend of 
pompous dignity and smirking servility. When he is 
ordering Edward the page about there is something of 
the general about him, Edward retaliates for being 
jacketed by boldly calling him “Old Slosher” (when 
vut of hearing). 


No. 3.—THE HEAD WAITER. 


He is most careful in assisting 
Roozleby Squittin, Esq., into a han- 


But the dignity ecems all taken 
out of Enery when Mrs. Enery 
calls for him at closing time. It is 
rumoured amongst his set that Mrs, 
Enery sometimes whacks Enery. 


tom cab, Funny thing, but on 
these occasions Squiftin invariably 
finds he has no money in his pockets 
tu pay the fare on arriving home. 


Enery always carries a black bag. When he arrives at 
the Club o’ mornings it is limp, but has a replete look 
nigh to bursting when he leaves o' nights. He informed 
old Flintskin, who is always poking about, that he kept 
fowls, and that it contained scraps. If he had said 
ostriches, now—without fowls are partial to a ham, a 
bottle of pickles, and a spoon or two, 


He is very attentive to the 
Eminent, with an eye to the 
* Award of Merit,” and hopes somo 
o to be interviewed by the Great 

an. 


He is versatile as to his garglings. 
Can, as he assured a friend the other 
day, drink anything almost, bar aky- 
fortus. This is no doubt true. 


London: Printed by DALZIEL & CO., at the Camden Press, 110 High Strect, N.W., and Published by the Proprietor. GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ The Sloperies," 99 Shoe Lane, Ficet Strect, E.C.—Saturday. October 10, 1896. 


e@r 


